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Author's Notes: 


May | say one thing-writing from Rob\'s POV was really, really fun. For some reason. | don\'t know if N've got 
him captured-never wrote the dude before. And | usually really hate writing POVs because they tend to get 
messy and it\'s not easy to pull them off realistically. | have READ some awesome POV fics over the years, 


though. 
In any case, | hope this fulfills at least a bit of what you had imagined. Merry Ficmas! 


| didn’t really think much of it at the time. | was still the new guy, after all, and while these guys never made 
me feel like | had no vote on things, | was still the freshman. And | was so fuckin’ happy to be a part of the 
band. 


That meant | sometimes unconsciously overlooked things. 
A happy man doesnt pay attention to silly details, right? 


That's why walking in on the two of my bandmates one day didn't really ring in my mind. Lots of stuff 


happened in dressing rooms, and two flustered men could've meant literally anything. 

Kirk on the sofa. 

Legs spread, hands fumbling with a small square pillow on his lap. 

Lars on the floor. 

Reportedly searching for a contact lens. Or some shit like that. 

Both of them with flushed cheeks. 

| first thought they had a fight, looking all fired up and everything. But when they answered my question with 
blank, confused stares, | discarded that theory. They changed the topic, | went on about my original reason for 
coming in and nobody ever mentioned it again 

Why should we? 


In any case, | had thrown the meaningless scene somewhere to the back of my mind. 


But over the following years, different sorts of little scenes unfolded in front of my eyes. Like walking down 
the bus isle one night and accidentally catching an off image with my eye. 


"What are you doing in Kirk's bunk, James?" 


Most certainly, things aren't always as weird as they seem. James had a case of bad back and his mattress 


had worn off, so he'd asked the guitarist to switch beds. Perfectly understandable. 


| accepted the explanation and shrugged it off - after all, who would've thought twice about such a silly 


situation? 


| proceeded past James's bunk. Granted, Kirk was currently in the toilet, but James's bed seemed completely 


untouched. 
Oh well. Guess he didn't turn in just yet 
My brain filed that information under ‘irrelevant so the memory became inaccessible. 


Another time, as | was carrying half-finished lyric sheets to Lars for inspection, | found him in his hotel room, 


laptop on his legs and an intense expression on his face. 


| approached him nonchalantly, the wrinkled bed covers almost making me miss an item under Lars's ass. 


Had it not been so bright blue. 


| cleared my throat. 
"Man, why are you sitting on a butt-donut?" 


There was a logical explanation, of course. Lars had been playing tennis with Kirk the other day, and at some 


point, the ball hit him really hard in one gluteus. 
| had no idea Lars still played tervis. 
Oh well. One learns every day. 


Poor fella now had to carry that thing with him everywhere. 
| had discarded that as well. After all, rock bands suffer much worse things than cheek-injuries. 


Then one day, | decided to stop by Kirk's to see if he was up for some evening surfing. The waves were just 


crazy good, with the perfect amount of wind as a bonus. | knew he would kill for such conditions. 


Years back, Kirk had given me the key to his house, just in case. In fact, all of them gave me their keys at 


some point. It was a rice gesture. 


Since there was no sign of Kirk at the door - not even after a full blown minute of standing at the doorstep, | 
decided to come in and wake the sleepyhead myself. 


| tried avoiding barging in on days like these, because experience had taught me that the Hammetts had a 


tendency to screw all over the house - a lot- when they had no work to do. 


But luckily, Lani was out for the week She had taken the kids to her relatives.. or something like that. | know 
Kirk told me, but God be the witness, | have no fuckin’ clue. 


In any case, | knew | wouldn't have to play coy-boy for dropping in unannounced on a day off. 


| climbed up to Kirk's room, and was just about to knock - even though the door was slightly ajar - but my 


fist stopped mid-air when | heard a soft noise coming from the inside. 


Shit Lani mustve had an early return, | thought, and spun on my heel. But just as | turned around, a low voice 
made a distinctive, damn familiar sound and | didn't need to think twice to realize who it belonged to. 


I'd heard that voice a million times. 


Of course, the first thing that crossed my mind was something along the lines of Kirk being out for the 
weekend and lending the house to one of his bandmates. 


That made sense. 


The second one involved Kirk giving a backrub or something to that bandmate. 
Yeah. That was probably if, right? 


| nodded to myself and shrugged carelessly, deciding to take a peek inside - just to confirm what | already 
knew. 


Then | would leave. 

But what | saw didn't match any of my theories. 

Kirk was standing on his head, on the ottoman by the bed's footing, most likely doing Yoga again. Legs spread 
and in the air. 

Which would've been just a regular image, one that I'd seen countless times over the years. But what stood 
out from the whole scene was the fact that Kirk was completely naked. 

Oh, and the fact that James was standing in front of him, just as equally stripped of his clothes. 

At that moment, | could've bought any explanation of the whole scene. Really. Like... any. 

Any explanation except snake venom. 

Snake venom. 


| had some time to think on my way to the studio. Not so much a pleasantly spent time, but time indeed. 


It was really strange how | couldn't connect the dots before. It was really simple. In front of my eyes. The 
whole time. 


The first explanation | came up with was that Kirk was a man-whore. 

| always suspected the man would stick his dick into anything that had a pulse, and this just proved that 
hypothesis. 

But.. the rest of the guys? 

James..? 

James?! 


Whattheholyshit fuck. 


Dude. 


That changes the definition of a bangin’ party. 

And.. why the fuck wasnt | involved? 

Actually, um, let me rephrase that. 

Why the fuck wasn't | notified? 

And why the frickin’ fuck was | considered a moron? 
Two bandmates. 

Two bites. 

Same time. 


Same fuckin’ body part. 


That snake sure had a preference. 


"Snake venom." 

It wasn't a question 

| glanced between Kirk and James, both of which seemed like kids at the principal's office. 

"Look, man, l'm sorry you had to see that-" 

| just had to ask-- 

"Do you think l'm a slow person?" 

Kirk recoiled slightly in confusion. 

Grill, fucker, grill 

You'd have to be really fuckin’ slow to buy that 

"No, man" 

"So tell me again," | started, feigning interest in the story. "The snake jumped," | demonstrated with my arm, 
watching two pairs of eyes following it. "And zapped your dick through the shorts. And then zapped Kirk as 


well." 


James's blue eyes stood out from his tanned skin as his expression stretched into an innocent one. 


Fuckin’ shit 
"Uh..." 
| put a finger to my lips and pursed them. 


"Hmm." | titted my head upwards. "So you decided to help each other. Not by calling ‘il or even laying on the 
bed, but rather--" 


At that moment, Lars decided to stroll in, munching loudly on an apple and practically hopping over to the 
drum kit. 


Fuck. There's another one. 

"What's up, jackasses?" 

James, who had his hands in his back pockets, seemed both relieved and terrified of the intrusion. 
| picked up my bass from its stand and plugged it in, carelessly. Nobody spoke for several seconds. 


Lars turned around eventually, looked at the two guitarists, and then leaned back on an amplifier, swallowing 


the remnants of his apple 
"What the hell did you two fuck up?" 

Oh, look Intuitive, 

"Oh, don't worry. They did nothing. They were bitten by a snake 
"What?" Lars grimaced half-incredulously. "Like... both of them?" 
| adjusted my bass on my lap and rested my forearms atop 
"Yeah. In their dicks’ 


Lars glanced between the three of us for a couple of moments before throwing the rest of his apple into the 


corner bin. He started laughing. 
"Fuckin’ shit, Het..! Who-- Did you come up with that crap?" 


| corrected him with a finger pointed up. 


"Oh no, Kirk did" 
Lars looked at me. 


Fuckin’ Kirk. Should've known!" He laughed again, then glanced at the two of them. "He catch you yankin' and 


wankin‘?" 


| really didn't want to be having this conversation 
l really didn't. 


"Standing up." | said. 

Mother fuckin Mary. You owe me one, God 

"No fuckin’ shit!" Lars had a Holy-Grail expression on his face. "Yo-job, huh, Kirk?" 
Ím sorry- 

"What the fuck is a yo-job?" 

"Yoga... and blowjob." Lars explained patiently. 

Wow, that had the last of my brain cells exploding 

| cleared my throat, absolutely certain my face was glowing. 

"So, Lars, | take it you participated in similar exercises?" 

He opened his mouth in protest, but my hand in the air stopped him. 

"No, wait, you couldn't quite gain James's inches, could you?" 

„That came out wrong 

"of height" | added, then sliced the air in front of me as if to mentally shrug that chapter off. 
God 

"Anyway... 


| didn't know what to ask them. 
| wanted to ask everything. 


Like.. how? Why? 
Did they just screw around for no reason? Was there a pattern? A relationsh..? 


"Um, without any particular details," | waved my hand through the air, not raising my gaze. "What the hell are 
you guys doing?" 


The three men exchanged glances. 


"Wait," Lars began, arms folded across his chest, one hand coming out of the cocoon to form a defensive 


gesture. 'I had nothing to do with that snake~" 
"Cheap try, Novak Djokovic: 

"What?" 

He looked like he had no idea why | addressed him that way. 
"Drop it, Ulrich. | remember the butt-donut! 


Wow, pink cheeks. | did that 
Hmm. That actually feels good 


Kirk had an expression that stated realization had dawned on him. 
"Yeah. That tennis match you, uh, had. Some time ago." 
Again, | didn't want to be doing this 


I'd rather call it ‘stick the donkey’, but.. Oh, and if you didn’t get it, Lars is the donkey." | addressed James, 
who didn't look any less guilty than before. 


"Look-" Kirk began, running a hand through his black and grey curls. Concern seemed etched into his face by 
now. 


/ was a little happy. 
/ also kinda felt a little bad for him. He looked really terrible when he was worried 


"We didn't mean to exclude you out of all this-" 
"No, nooo." | waved my hands in front of me. "I want to be excluded, trust me." 


"We didn't think you'd understand," James filled in for Kirk. 


Crap. 
| frowned, pinching the bridge of my nose. 
"Does Lani know about this?" 


Kirk was in the process of licking his lips, but stopped at my question, so now he just looked like a concerned, 
three-lipped man. 


| inhaled quietly. 

"Fran?" 

‘Uh. 

Great No straght answers 

"Okay. |, uh." | unstrapped my bass and left it down on its stand 

"Aren't you gonna ask me?" Lars said, somewhat frustrated 

| unhooked the strap from the guitar so it didn't tangle 

"Why would I? Anyone nuts enough to be with you wouldn't bat an eye at this” 

I barely managed to say that without griming 

SCORE: TRUJILLO 

For what it was worth, Hetfield and Hammett seemed like they were supressing smirks too. 
| stood up - my expression reflecting a perfect poker face - and placed my hands in my back pockets. 
Only then did | notice Lars didn't fuck me off with some comment of his. Huh 

"Tru, you're not gonna tell anyone about this, are you?" 

Was that fear | sensed? 


| turned around. He was gripping the edge of the high amp he was leaning on. Kirk was biting a ring-finger 
cuticle. James had both hands behind his back. 


| sighed, letting my gaze trail across the wall. If | slowed down my breathing, | could hear three heartbeats 
slapping against ribcages. 


Fuck. They had a lot of explaining to do. 

| ran a hand through my hair in frustration. 

"Fine. But till the end of the year, beer's on you three." 

Differently colored eyes blinked at me with mixed emotions; expectation, suspicion, relief, confusion 
"Actually, make that ‘indefinite’. 


| left the studio, closing the door behind me. 


Man | so wish I couldve stayed and watched them 
Would | tell anyone? 

OF course not 

Theyre idots for even thinking that 

But hey, | get free beer 


For life. 


